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checked by contact ^ with his fellow human-
beings, A maid, coining from the dairy, carrying
buckets, Will's tutor seated reading on the lawn,
his mother stepping down the staircase as he
entered the house, all these drove him at once to
silence*

His stout good-humoured sister met him at
the turn of the stairs. He had nothing at all in
common with Deborah, She had all the good-
natured domesticity of a thoroughly contented
Herries. So absolutely satisfied was she with
herself, her family, all the little circumstances of
her surroundings, that in all her twenty-six years
she might be said never to have suffered an ache
or a pain, whether of body or of soul. She was
handsome in a large-boned Herries fashion, was
never irritable, never excited, never curious about
the nature of other people, always ready to do
anything for anyone*

How ridiculous to say to her: 'Deb, the
Bastille has fallen!' It would be to her exactly as
though you had said: * Deb, the cat has kittened!'

Having washed, brushed, changed his linen,
he came downstairs again, walked into the garden
and discovered Judith mocking the tutor, Mr,
Langbridge was shortly leaving them. Will was
now nineteen and did not need a tutor. Mr.
Langbridge was long, gaunt, perpetually hungry,
brilliantly founded in the classics (which was of no
use at all to Will), hoping to be a clergyman, of
a fanatically serious mind. He understood no
sort of humour, and it delighted Judith to hold
long conversations with him, asking him gravely